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Do you know what I miss the most about 
modern western square dancing? “The 
Swings”! The times when you would square 
up and look around the circle and spot 
ladies that you knew, and they really knew 
how to Swing. I’m sure the ladies did the 
same. 

In those days, you didn’t have to worry 
about the caller. Swings were a part of 
every patter call and every singing call. If 
you didn’t put them in, you heard from the 
dancers. 

The best Swings 
were just after the 
perfect DoSaDo 
and ending in a 
Promenade. The 
caller would say, 
“DoSaDo and 
Swing”. You and 
your partner 
would do what 
was known as a 
“rolling” DoSaDo. 
Usually two 
rotations. If you 
were old, one 
rotation. Always 
done in precisely 8 beats of music. Then 
the girl would roll into your arms and you 
would use a “buzz step” Swing to rotate at 
least twice around in 8 beats of music. At 
the end, the girl would twirl out underneath 
your arm and step smoothly into a 
Promenade. If you were dancing in a really 
good set, all four couples would hit the 
Promenade on the same beat of the music. 

Everyone would Promenade home and grin 
at each other. We all knew we had 
something special as a team. We had done 
it together. 

This was not something you learned to do 
well the first lesson. It was something you 
practiced many times to perfect. It was not 


something the caller could explain from up 
on stage. Often it was taught to the men by 
the caller’s wife or by the caller to the ladies 
if he was a male. Most of the fine points 
were not explained. They were 
demonstrated by other dancers. 

In a lot of ways, it was a ritual. When you 
had perfected the “flow” of those three 
“basics” you realized true joy of dancing as 
a part of a “team” with seven other people. 
You might screw up the rest of the tip, but 
when you heard the caller say, “DoSaDo 
and Swing”, and you could complete that 
part right, everything was OK. You knew 
you were a true, “square dancer.” 

There is a follow-up on this. When I was in 
college there was a student square dance 
club. The dances were all called by multiple 
callers. Each caller did one patter and one 
singing call and then the next caller got a 
turn. 

One evening when I got up to call, a cute 
brunette came up and introduced herself. 
She was a sister of another dancer who had 
married a close friend. She was wearing an 
engagement ring, but I figured, “What the 
heck!”, I went over and asked her if she 
would care to dance the next tip with me. 

She was about a foot shorter than I am, but 
in spite of the difference in height, she really 
knew how to swing. So, we danced couple 
of other tips together. I ran on to her several 
other times around campus, but on square 
dance night we always seemed to end up in 
the same square several times a night. Oh 
man! She could really swing. 

Winter break came and she went home for 
Christmas. When she showed back up the 
ring was gone. I didn’t ask questions. That 
spring we got married. I always told her the 
“Swing” sealed the deal. Judy’s gone now. 
We were partner’s for over 58 years. We 
were a good team. 
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